Inintitulado / Untitled by Feitosa, Lilian
mOthertongue
Volume 7 Spring Article 3
Spring 2000
Inintitulado / Untitled
Lilian Feitosa
University of Massachusetts Amherst
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umass.edu/mot
Part of the Fiction Commons, Illustration Commons, Photography Commons, and the Poetry
Commons
This Multilingual Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks@UMass Amherst. It has been accepted for inclusion in
mOthertongue by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks@UMass Amherst. For more information, please contact scholarworks@library.umass.edu.
Recommended Citation
Feitosa, Lilian (2000) "Inintitulado / Untitled," mOthertongue: Vol. 7 , Article 3.
Available at: https://scholarworks.umass.edu/mot/vol7/iss1/3
mOthertongue: A Multilingual Journal ofthe Arts
Inintitulado
Lilian Feitosa
Me aproximo de minha lingua
Como se fora uma lingua estrangeira
Leio palavra por palavra
Olhando pra cada uma
Como se fosse tao nova pra mim...
Como se eu tivesse que decifrar
Cada significado para chegar - enfim -
ao todo
E se essa nao fosse a minha lingua?
Como seria aprende-la?
Como seria ler e olhar cada palavra
Com uma fascinacao e uma dificuldade
tao grande de articula-las
e formar uma frase sequer!
Chega a ser estranho,
Chega a doer so em pensar que
estas palavras pudessem de repente
soar estranhamente pouco familiares
aos meus surpresos ouvidos.
e que se elas nao tivessem sido
sempre como musica...
E se eu nao estivesse aqui tao distante,
eu nao conseguiria imaginar-
nem sequer por um momento-
que ela nao fosse a minha lingua...
Untitled
Lilian Feitosa
I approach my (mother) tongue
As if it were a foreign tongue
I read word by word
Looking at each one
As if it were so new to me...
As if I had to decifer
Each meaning to reach - finally -
the whole
What if this weren't my tongue?
How would it be to learn it?
How would it be to read and look at each word
With such a fascination and such a great
difficulty to articulate them
and to form any sentence!
It feels strange,
It hurts only to think that
these words could suddenly
sound strangely little familiar
to my surprised ears.
It's because if they hadn't been
always like music...
And if I were not here so far away,
I wouldn't be able to imagine-
not even for a moment-
that it was not my (mother) tongue...
